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we want, and they have turned it into a Sovkhos (govern-
ment farm).'

'With a new landlord in charge, a Red landlord.'

*Who in damnation wants a Sovkhos T

'Who ?    Ay, those lazy loafers who are running it.'

'Lazy and nasty.'

'God, how nasty !'  -

'Nastier than the old landlord. Then if your horse got
into a hay field and you were poor, you could go to the land-
lord and promise never to allow your horse to wander into
his field again, and beg him to let it go free, and often he
did, and you kissed his hand and rode home on your horse.
And now, brother, if those scoundrels on the Sovkhos see
your horse with one foot on their land, they fine you five
poods of rye.'

'Ay, and ten.*
'Or else three days' labour.'
'And five, too.'

'Five plagues on them, the ugly beasts !'
*And the taxes they squeeze out of us for everything I'
*Scon they'll be taxing every drop of rain that falls on our
land.'

'And every breath of air we breathe.'
*Ay, and every beetle that buzzes by our ears.*
'Russia is perishing, perishing.'

'Perishing indeed, perishing,' boomed a multitude of
voices.

What dismay and disillusionment! What wrath and
despair ! And yet back of it all was no spirit of resignation,
but a mood of protest and defiance, as of people who felt that
they were being cheated out of something that was theirs by
all the rights of man and nature, and that they would not
calmly submit to the deprivation. And then from the
outer edge of 'the crowd there rose a voice, loud and im-
passioned.

*Not only will Russia perish, but having such dark-minded
people as you are, she ought to perish ; and if I were God
I'd send a fire on her right now and turn her to ashes. By
Jove I would-----*

The mob howled at the speaker and would not permit him
Jso continue. They seemed in no mood to tolerate opposition.